


Lmes labour s lojU " 

Boy. ' Why that contempt wiil kill the keepers heart. 

And quite diuorce his memory from his part. 

c>uee. Therefore I doeit, and 1 make no doubt, 

Ync reft will ere come in, if be be out, 

Theres no fuch iport, asfport by fpovt orethrowne : 

To maketheirs ours, and ours nonebut our owne. 

So lhall weftay mocking intended Game, 

And they well mockt, depart away with lhame. Sound. 

Boy. The Trumpet founds, be raaskqthc maskers come. 

Enter Blach^moores with mu/ eke the Boy with a /pee ch, and the 
refiof the Lords di/gui/ed . 

'page, A li hailethe richefi Beauties on the earth. 

Ber. Beauties no richer then richT ffata. 

Pag.tA holy par-cell of thefairefi dames that euer turn'd their 
h aches to mortaliviewes. 

TheLadies turne their backes to him* 

Ber. Their eye svillaine, their eyes. 

Pstg. T hat euer turn’d their eyes to mortallviewes. Out 
Boy . True, out indeed. 

P ag. 0 ut ofysurfauottrs heauenly /pints vouch/afe 
2/pi to bcholde. 

Ber. Once to behold, rogue. 

Pag. Once to behold with your Sume-beamedeyes^ 

With your Sunne- beamed eyes. 

Boy. They will not anlwer to thatEpithite, 

You were beft call it daughter beamed eyes, 

Pag. They doe notmarkemc, and that brings me out.; 

B ero. Is this your perfeftneffe ? be gon you rogue. 

Ro/a. What would thefe ftrangers ? 

Know their raindcs Boyet. 

Ifthey doefpeake our language, ’tis our will 
That fome plaineman recount their purpofes. 

Know what they would ? 

Boyet. What would you with the Princes ? 

Ber « Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation. 

' Ro/, What would they, fay they ? 

Boy. Nothing but pcace,and gentle vificacion. 

R of a. Wh y that they haue, and bid them lo be gon. 

Boy. 
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horns Labours loftl 

Boy. Sheefayesyou haue it, and you may be gon;. 

Km. Say to her we haue mcafur’d many miles. 

To tread a Meafure with you on the gralTe. 

Boy. They fay that they haue mcafur’d many a mile. 

To tread a Meafure with you on this grade. 

Ro/a. f t is not Co. Askc them how many inches 
Is in one mile? If chey haue meafur’d many. 

The meafure then of one is eaflie told. 

Boy. If to come hither you haue meafur’d miles* 

And many miles : the Princelfe bids you tell. 

How many bchesdethfill vp one mile? 

Ber. Tell her we meafure them by weary Reps. 

Boy. She heares her fclfe. 

Ro/a. How many weary fteps. 

Of many weary miles you haue ore-gone, 

Arcnumbred inthetrauellofone mile? 

Bero. We number nothing that we fpend for y ou, 
Ourdutieisfo rich,fo infinite. 

That wc may doe it ftill without accompt, 

Vouchfafe to fhew the Sunfhinc of your face. 

That we(likcfauages) may worfhip it. 

Ro/a. My face is but a Moone andclouded too; 

Kin. BlelTed arc clouds, to doe as fuch clouds do. 

Vouchfafe bright moone, and thefe thy ftars to (hine, 
fThofc clouds remoued) vpon our watcrie eyne. 

_Rofa. O vainepcticioner, beg a greater matter. 

Thou now requeftsbut Moonelhine in the water. 

Then in our meafure, vouchfafe but one changes 
i hou bid’ll me begge, this begging is not ftrange. . 

B»/a. Play muficke then, nay you muft doe it foone. 

Not yet no dance : thus change I like chc Moone. 

Km, VJ!i you not dance? How come you thus eftranged ? 

' 5 ookc . th « Moone at full, but now Ihe’s changed? 

Km. Yet ftill (he is the Moone,and I the Man. 

Ouf c^esvouchf'f C '^ C vouc ^ a ^ fome motion toit «• 

Km But your legges (hould doe it. 

Weem S T ^° U sre ^ ran g £ ts,and come heere by chance, 

H not be nice, take hands, we will not dance. 
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